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January, Th, 1110 


Robert cannot help the smile that curls his lips as he glances at his friend on the guitar. It lasts a second - 
not much longer ; the other young man gives him his gesture back, grinning at him behind the long, black and 
kind of wavy hair of his. Grabbing the microphone to do his job, the singer wonders if the audience can sense 
their alchemy, the tension building up between them both, or if this is just a special something they happen to 


share on-and-off stage that remains unnoticed for the rest of the world, even their bandmates. 


Fair, long hair going to his face as he shakes his head to the rhythm of the music. He peeks around once 
more, his stare goes back to the guitarist again. Dark green eyes gleam at him, sparkle in that not-so-sober 


gaze of his as his feet tap a beat, body moving along and hair partly hiding his face. 
Such dark hair for his porcelain skin. 
Such a strong yet quiet temper for this fragile-looking kid. 


Robert takes a quick breath, head tilting back and eyes squeezing shut while feeling the heat that brings 


shades of red on his cheek. Adrenaline is flowing through his veins. 


They've been doing this every night for two years straight. That's more than six hundreds days spent with 
these three dudes creating music, giving up on their social lives to build a band that hopefully will later leave 
its mark on History. Offering pieces of their souls for the world to see every single day. Loving one another 
and hating one another as well at some point sometimes. Going through the process of writing, recording songs 


and touring together. 


But on that day, on Jimmy Page's twenty-sixth birthday, everything falls into place. They all sound good, the 
crowd seems to enjoy the music. They're all filled with joy and excitement and having fun. 

Robert turns around when he feels his other bandmates's burning eyes on him and flashes them both a grin 
only he has the secret, getting winks in return. They all look so satisfied and proud, it's quite overwhelming for 


some reasons. 


The adrenaline is still buzzing when he makes eye-contact with the guitarist again, not quite knowing if the 
daring, pretty explicit lyrics of the song he is singing talks about him right now or their girlfriends at home. 
There's a good possibility of both and right now, it doesn't matter that much. 26 looks good on him so he likes 


to think he wrote all these words for him. 


They made love several times already by now. It first happened not so long ago actually, after one of their 
shows. Robert cannot recall properly what they smoked or drank that night for allowing it to occur but he 
sure remembers the guitarists hot breath on his lips, the lust in his eyes and their nude bodies moving to a 
rhythm only they could control. Skin to skin, sweat dripping down their faces, seeing stars for a few hours. 
Pictures he will secretly cherish till his dying day - call it derial or decency. Even though they seemed happy 
in their own, respective relationships, they renewed the experience two or three times. Only to be certain that 


this wasn't caused by the drugs they would occasionally take. 

And it wasn't, they are both well aware of this by now. 

No one would ever mention it though. No-one would understand how they'd work, how they'd interact with 
each other. It's all about subtil actions and not so many words. A look, a small sign. How he would describe him 


in an interview, how the other would help him out while off-stage. 


« Ladies and gentlemen, Mister Jimmy Page on lead guitar. » he says with a smirk as he slowly but surely 


makes his way backstage only to be stopped by so-called Jimmy Page halfway. 


Robert raises an eyebrow. The guitar player smiles at him, tucking his hair behind his ears. « You wanna come 
back in ten minutes or so, all right ? » 


« Sure. » 


Jimmy's lips part like he wants to add something but don't know how. He scratches his head nervously and 
Robert swallows hard, giving him that look that urges him to speak his feelings out. 


« l.. | wanted to.. » he fidgets a bit. « l- I'm gonna marry Charlotte soon. » 

« That's great, mate! Congratulations | » is the answer Robert greets him with 

He gives him the brightest smile Jimmy has ever seen and heads backstage after an awkward embrace that 
nobody sees in the crowd. The singer genuinely means his words, no doubt about it. And cannot object to that 
either, being a married man himself (despite being younger than the guitar player) and a father too. 

The scene lasted about a couple of seconds - not much longer. Robert now hears chords echoing in the room 
and follows Bonham and Jones's footsteps backstage. He is offered a beer and takes some deep, smoothing 
breaths sitting on the first chair he finds. Blue eyes closing as he tries to control his trembling fingers and 


place them on his lap for a moment of retrospective. 


Did Jimmy insinuate that they would have to stop their impromptu, impulsive intercourses ? Or did he mean 
they would have to keep a low profile now that he is a husband-to-be? Did this make sense? 


After a couple of minutes, the blonde's eyes snap open and his thoughts get him moving. Back to Jimmy Page 
and the devoted crowd dancing along to the music. To the riffs and the melody. 


Just like his heart. 


From the moment he steps on stage, he senses the guitarists gaze on him. Its barely noticeable, real subtil 
and very much like him but still there. An inexperienced soul wouldn't even note it but it feels like he set 


Robert's back on fire. 


The singer focuses on the music now launching and the song they're playing. Perhaps he will try and pretend 


nothing ever happened or whatsoever and carry on like the man he thinks he is. 
RK 
duly. 1973 


They had sex in the toilets before the show. One thousand days without flirting, no nothing and they caved in ; 


drawing each other to the nearest place where they could be left alone. Didn't need any substance. Like two 


horny, crazy teenagers. As if they've been craving it for so long and with such passion it couldn't be any 


other way. 
It brought back old memories, created new ones as well. 


From the moment Jimmy grabs his guitar and steps on-stage, he cannot look away from the singer. Hypnotized 
and fascinated. Still dazed and already drained while the show is only getting started. Adrenaline takes its time 


to rush in, alcohol too. 


Robert wears his wife's small - way too small for him - denim vest that exposes his bare, still sweaty torso 
matched with a pair of tight pants he might've borrowed from her too. His hair has done some growing and 
now reaches past his shoulder blades in sculptural waves. His gestures tend to be so feminine and delicate 


while singing, Jimmy supposed he must've been a magnificent woman in a past life or something like that. 
Golden god, his nickname. Suits him just fine. 
No doubt he is a pretty, really pretty and rock'n rolling babe. 


A smile creeps onto the guitar player's face as he recollects the moment they just shared. How he got the 
singer down on his knees at first and then moaning against his body. Raspy then high-pitched cries muffled by 
his hand as they both reached their climax, sweat gluing portions of their hair to their forehead. 


« Shh.. » Jimmy implored. « Take it easy, will you? » 


Robert nodded his head and that's one of the few times he actually complied willingly so that they wouldn't 


draw anyone's attention. 


Taking a peek at the frontman, the guitar player wonders how and why Robert finds him attractive somehow. 


Blush comes to his cheeks in a number of seconds while feeling proud of himself. 


That's when the blonde decides to turn and beam at him. He notices Jimmy's lips are slightly parted, going a 
bit off tempo for a short while. So he closes his mouth, looking surprised, and finally gives the singer a smile. 
His fingers move faster on the fretboard of his guitar and he catches up easily. 


Glancing at Bonham and Jones, he gets drunken smiles back his way. Being bandmates surely means being best 
mates in that moment. He cannot feel more fulfilled than right now. 


Perhaps their alchemy is perceptible now that they've played in every country possible and in front of 
thousands of people. Jimmy shakes his head to the music. There's a better chance his unconventional love 


affair with his band's frontman is being unnoticed at all 


Dark green eyes engrossed by the other man's every move. Losing himself into the songs they've created. 


Alternating moments of husky, needy cries with a crystal clear voice. Absolutely wild and free. Just like he did 


in private. 


Jimmy just loves how the singer embraces every facet of his colorful personality, one time being manly and 


powertul, the other one acting like a soft, precious bird. Perhaps a flower. 
« Jimmy Page on electric guitar! » his friend introduces him to the crowd 


It sends shivers down his spine; the guitarist feels the adrenaline kick in harder than before, fingers wandering 


here and there on the instrument. 


Blue gaze on him for a second, scanning every detail from the outfit he wears to the way he stands. Lips 
slightly parted again, the same way he did while coming not so long ago. Eyes squeezed shut as an orgasmic 


expression appears on his face. 
The exact same face he made for the singer just before. 
No one knows that one fact though. And hopefully, no one ever will 


Soon he feels like he is left alone on-stage. No musician making noise except him. Alone with the thoughts of 
his bandmate. Alone with the picture of his wife and child crossing his mind as he plays all those notes that 


sound nice to his own ears. Alone with his guitar. 


That has him pondering for a couple of seconds. What if he suddenly grew fond of men? What if he finds 
himself aroused by one male only? What if he deeply cares for his family back home as well? Does Robert feel 


this way too? 


When his eyes flutter open, his bandmates are back on stage (they never actually left) and Robert greets him 


with a broad grin as he whispers to his ears. « | love you, Jimmy Page. » 


The blonde doesn't expect him to answer as he grabs the mic and starts his one-of-a-kind moment where all 


he does seem to replicate what they just lived before the show but in front of complete strangers. 


There's no shame in his voice, no shame in the way he moves right here, right now, and no trace of shame as 


well while making out - for what Jimmy is aware of. 


Eyes closed, body shaking from that atmosphere they set up with the crowd's cooperation, hands running 
through his hair every now and then, the singer looks breathtaking. Even the other bandmates realize that 
from where they stand on the stage. 


Jimmy wipes the sweat off his face quickly and smiles at Bonham. Jones is too busy following Robert around, 
making sure his friend can hear the sound of his bass while screaming into the microphone ; leaving orgasmic 


echoes for everyone to listen to. 


Robert's talents are multiples, just like any other Led Zeppelin members. Beside his creative's part, he motions 
for a roadie to hand him a cigarette. Robert only smokes thin, luxurious cigarettes and expensive weed for 


some reasons. 


The guitar player's gaze on him widens as he gets close to him. « Gonna get some fresh air in a minute. » he 
explains in a murmur, toying with the little tube between his index and middle fingers. « Do you wanna get high 
while Bonzo plays his part? » 


A smile crosses Jimmy's face. « Yes, sure. Let's do this. » 


Usually, they wouldn't talk that much in between performances. It goes for the four of them. They'd let their 
bodies do the talking for them, either getting irritated or so enthusiastic they didn't come with anything 
relevant to say. Instead of rambling on, they'd keep it quiet and calm, only to release all that extra energy on 
stage. 


Robert cannot help the smile that curls his lips as he lights the cigarette and takes a long drag in front of one 
camera recording their concert. Head full of pictures of the crowd and music buzzing in his ears still. He looks 
happy ; Jimmy knows they won't talk much that night as well and will certainly not mention what happened not 


so long ago. It's doomed to failure anyway. 


They can't care less about it though. He'd go through hell and back for this guy even if that's means to 


remain quiet about his love for years. 
They make that promise in a five minutes, backstage break. 


Babe, Im gonna leave you. 


